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And as the blazing bronde,
Might kindle rotten reeds :
Euen fo hir looke a fecret flame,
Within his bofome breedes.

He thinks al leyfure long

Til he (with hir) were gone,

And hir he makes to moue the mirthf

Which after made hir mone.

Loue made him eloquent

And if he cravde too much,

He then excufde him felfe, and foide

That Prognes words were fuch.

His teares confirmed all

Teares: like to fitters teares,

As who fhuld fay by thefe fewe drops

Thy fitters griefe appeares.

So finely could he faine,
That wickedneffe feemde wit,
And by the lawde of his pretence,
His lewdneffe was acquit.

Yea Phyl&mene fet forth

The force of his requett,

And cravde (with fighes) hir fathers leaue

To be hir fitters guett.

And hoong about his necke
And collingly him kitt,
And for hir welth did feke the woe
VVherof fhe little witt.

Meane while ttoode Tereus,
Beholding their affectes
And made thofe pricks (for his defire
A fpurre in al refpecls.